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The Tragedy of Harriet 

That has no rellifh of falvaok you now what follows 
Then trip him that.ii,like a mildew’d eare, 

Blafting his wholfome brother : have you eyes ? 
Could you on this faire mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moore ? ha 1 have you eyes ? 

Yon cannot call it love, for at your age 
The heyday in the blood is tame, it’s humble. 

And waits upon the judgement ; and what judgment 
W ould ftep from this to this ? fenfe lure you have, 
Elfe could you not have motion ,but fure that fenfe 
Is apoplext, for madnefle would not erre. 

Nor fenfe to extafie was ne’er fo thrall’d. 

But it referv’d feme quantity of choice 
To ferve in fech a difference : What divell was’t 
That thus hath couzen’d you at hodman-blind ? 
Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes, fmelling fans all, 

Or but a fickly part of one true fenfe 

Could not fo mope. Oh fhame 1 where is thy bluflv? 

Rebellious hell. 

If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones 
To flaming youth, let vertue be as waxe 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no fhame 
When the compulfive ardure gives the charge, 
Since froft it felfc as actively doth burne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

<jer. O Hamlet (peake no more, 

Thou turn’ll my very eyes into my foule. 

And there I fee fuch blacke and grieved Ipots 
As will leave there their tindl. 

Ham. Nay but to live 
In the ranke fweat of an incefluous bed. 

Stew’d in corruption, honying and making love 
Over the nafly ftye. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in mine eares, 

No more fweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A murtherer and a villaine, 


A Have 


<p r ince of Dcnni arkc. 

a it. that is not twentieth part the ky th 

Thrfoma M fc ^ eCi °“ S d ‘"- GhM. 

'a King of fhreds and patches- 

Gcv» Al&flfe hee s to chidcu 

Ham. Doe you not come your tardie fonne to cnia * 

That lap’ll in time, and palfion lets goe by , 

Tirimportant a£f ing of your dread command. O lay , 
Ghofl. Doe not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 

But looke, amazement onthymotherfits; 

0 ftepbetweene her and her fighwg feu e • 

Conceitinweakeft bodies ftrongeftworkes. 

Speake to her Hamlet. _ 

Ham . How is it with you Lady ? 

Ger. Alalfe how is’t with you. 

Forth at your eyes your fpints wildly peepe. 

And as the (leeping Souldiers in th’alarme. 

Your beaded haire like life in excrements 
Starts up and Hands an end : O gentle fonne . 

Upon the heat and flame of thy diftemper 

Sprinkle code patience : whereon doe you looke . 

J 74 w.Onhim,on him,look you how pale he gleres. 
His forme and caufe conjoin’d, preaching to Hones 
Would make them capable ; doe not look upon me, 
Lefl with this piteous adfion you convert 
My Herne effedfs ; then what I have to doe 
W ill want true colour, teares perchance for blood . 
Ger. To whom doe you fpeake this ? 

Ham. Doe you fee nothing there ? 

Cjer. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 
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